GOSSIP WITH A MURDERER

'And how many cows have you got ?'

'None, alas!'

He eyed me critically, wondering where rny dollars
could have come from.

"And is it true you kuffar find your money in the rocks
of mountains ?'

'Quite true.'

'God pardon you/ he returned, as though to ask forgive-
ness for the possessors of this black magic.

'Is there money in our mountains here?'

'I don't know, Salim.'

'Then why do you come here?'

'Because I like to travel, and meet the sons of men, and
study all God's creatures.'

'But do you get money for it ?'

'No, it costs me money,' I said. 'These specimens that
I pay you a dollar each for, nobody in my tribe will give
me a dollar for the whole lot.'

He looked at me strangely. 'And these mountains, are
you not afraid to come into them?'

'No! Why should I be?'

*Ta hamr al 'ain* - O red of eye - he said flatteringly,
'Taimur the Sultan has been here only once/

'But I love your country, Salim. It reminds me of my
own,' I added.

. Murder was the subject which seemed to obsess my
questioner, however, for he kept returning to it. Did I
know, he went on, 'that a man of his tribe had recently
killed a government askariT

'Why did he do it?' I asked.

'Well, don't you know that in Wali Sulaiman's time
government had murdered a Qarowi?'
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